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I

The heavy table raised and tilted to a sharp
angle. In the darkness no one saw Queen Mary whisper into the
microphone in her armpit.

“Easy on the table, Sheila. You'll dump
us!”

The earphones under Queen Mary's turban
sputtered: “Are you kiddin'?”

“You think I got nuthin' else to do with a room
full of anxious customers?” Queen Mary almost raised her voice. “I
can't see him but I'll bet Shorty Waldo's on tip-toe to keep the
circle.”

“But, Mary,” said the earphones, “I haven't
even started yet.”

“Then the elevator has gone nuts. Do
somethin'!”

The table settled back to the floor for a
moment. Then one side began to oscillate slowly up and down. The
movement shifted to the other side. Both sides tried to tilt
resulting in a smooth undulating movement as though sea borne.

Queen Mary felt at sea herself. “How are you
doin' that?” she asked the microphone suspiciously.

“What?” Under the circumstances it was an
intelligent reply from Sheila. She had no way of seeing what was
going on. She was in the prop room in the cellar below. The simple
question, however, only infuriated Queen Mary.

“Never mind!” She finally repeated: “The
elevator must of gone nuts.”

Eloise Perkins gave a little scream and almost
broke the circle when the table began to undulate towards her,
circling her breasts up and down as though firmly grasped in a
couple of strong hands. The people on each side of her quickly
said: “Shush!” But she was already quiet, beginning to enjoy the
aggressive table.

Queen Mary was not the type to inspect the
proverbial gift horse. If the elevator was nuts it was certainly in
her favor. All it was supposed to do was tilt the table. “The
spirits are strong tonight.” To the regular customer, familiar with
the nightly procedure, it was a rank understatement. Mrs. Perkins
was beginning to breathe heavily. She had slid down in her chair,
her legs wide apart, enjoying the massage on her tits.

Helen Desmond whispered to Tom Farrell beside
her: “I'm getting bored with this business.” She reached over,
found his soft flesh and began mauling it. When it seemed to come
off in her hand and then disappear, she added: “Oh, shit. Can't you
keep it solid?”

Tom ignored her. “Look what I found!” He
whispered. He had his hand between Mrs. Perkins' outstretched
legs.

“Get your paw out of there,” said Helen,
matching his tone. “What's the matter with me?”

“Nothing,” said Tom seriously. “But did you
ever feel anything like this?” He directed her hand to Mrs.
Perkins' mound.

Mrs. Perkins slumped further as the two hands
crept up, one on each thigh. She did not worry about the fact there
were two hands. As far as she was concerned Shorty Waldo was
finally making advances. The higher they went, the wider she
spread. When they reached her warmth she abandoned herself and
flipped a leg out onto the lap of each of her neighbors, presenting
herself wide open to the mysterious hands.

“Feel this!” whispered Tom. “She has a little
joint.” He was manipulating the end of it causing Mrs. Perkins to
vibrate with every tweak.

“It feels like an old wet sock,” said Helen.
“Someone should wring it out.”

“I'm working on it,” continued Tom. “Here, feel
it.”

“Oh, for Chrissakes,” said Helen. “That's not a
little joint, it's only her thing, and a skinny one at that.” She
gave it a vicious pinch which only seemed to please Mrs. Perkins.
“Feel me! I've got a fatter one.”

“I know all about it,” said Tom. His voice
seemed to quaver a bit at the memory.

“So feel it!” insisted Helen. She had her knees
drawn up to her armpits, forced wide apart. “Feel it!”

Tom sighed in desperation and tried to stuff
his free hand up Helen's orifice.

“No!” said Helen. “Play with my cute little
thing. There, isn't that nice? It's nice and fat, isn't it? Not
long and skinny like hers. Isn't it? Isn't it?”

“Yes!” said Tom. “Much nicer. Much nicer!”

“Then say it.”

“Say what?”

“Say: 'Helen has a nicer thing than Mrs.
Perkins'.'”

“Helen has a nicer thing than Mrs.
Perkins'.”

“You're sure?”

“Of course.”

Helen almost shouted: “Then get your fumbling
paw out of her sloppy hole.”

“Such terrible language. Or you'll do what?”
Tom was still busily fingering both of them.

Helen sputtered: “I'll think of something.” She
was silent for a moment. “If you must continue playing with me at
least act as though you're interested.” She lay back a little. “I'm
getting tired of this fooling around'— how about some real
sexercises?”

“Not now.”

“Not now! Not now! Always not now!” She relaxed
and admitted: “It is kind of cramped.”

As though in answer to her words the
undulations of the table stopped. It began to waver up and down
mechanically on Shorty Waldo's side.

“Okay on the table.” Queen Mary was back in her
armpit. “Let's get goin'.” She spoke up again to the room. “The
spirits are strong tonight.” Queen Mary always stuck to the script.
“There is one who feels that he must get a message through. I am
trying to help him but there is great interference.”

“Are you interfering?” Tom whispered. “That's a
bright question I must say,” answered Helen. “And for the last time
take your hand out of her sloppy splattering hole. I think it's
dripping on me. How about concentrating on me?”

“One more second,” said Tom. “I think she's
coming.”

“Now isn't that sweet,” said Helen. “You don't
even know her and look what she gets. How about me, your dear, old,
trusted friend.”

“Later, when I have the strength.”

“Later—always later!”

“Someone is not concentrating fully,” continued
Queen Mary.

“Probably you,” said the earphones.

Queen Mary sputtered. Sheila was drinking
again. And when Sheila was drinking it always turned out to be a
rough night.

“Someone is not concentrating fully,” she
repeated. “We must have absolute quiet.”

It struck most of the assembly that the only
sounds were those issuing from Queen Mary. Mrs. Perkins
straightened up bright-eyed and was the first to notice the trumpet
materialize in the corner of the room. Slightly less fluorescent
was a diaphanous material suspended from the mouth of the trumpet.
Ectoplasm, was what Queen Mary always called it.

“They are getting through,” said Queen Mary.
“The spirit world is close tonight.” She changed the tone in her
voice to a conspiratorial timbre. “Can you hear me?”

She was answered by a sharp knock on the table.
The earphones added a realistic comment: “Crazy, Roger and Wilco!
Can you hear me?” A bottle tinkled against a glass.

“Knock once for 'yes.'”

There was one knock.

“Twice for 'no.'”

There were two knocks.

The last rap was followed by two more on
another part of the table. Queen Mary jumped. Everything was going
wrong.

“Knock twice for 'no,'“ she repeated.

“I just did,” said the earphones, annoyed.
“What goes on up there?” Sheila rapped again. “I told you to get
that solenoid rewound.”

The trumpet gave a loud wail. The recording had
been made in an echo chamber. It was a fearsome sound.

Helen jumped: “God! that thing startled
me.”

“Oh, I could do much better,” said Tom. He
moaned low in her ear.

“I love to feel your hot breath on me. How
about a quick one?”

“Now! Now!” was all he would say.

“Look at all you do for that sloppy hole, Mrs.
Perkins. What am I—some sort of crud?”

“Later,” said Tom.

“How much later?” Helen pushed his nose into
her muff and twisted him back and forth. “First you get me all
worked up diddling my diddle and then you ignore me!”

“Later!” Tom's voice was strangled. “What's a
girl to think?” He managed to break away and gave her a reassuring
pat. “Let it cool off a little. You know I can't right now!”

“What do you do with it all? Just where does it
all go?”

The trumpet and the trailing ectoplasm jerked
over towards the table. Queen Mary planned to get the wires
adjusted but always forgot. The trumpet murmured a few low
notes.

“I can't hear you clearly,” said Queen Mary.
“Can you speak louder?” The trumpet jerked up and down a few times
and there was a long staccato rapping on the table. “Do you want to
speak to me?” There were two distinct raps. “To someone at the
table?”

There was one knock, and by a process of
elimination it was determined that Shorty Waldo had a visitor in
the person of a recent ancestor. The rapping went wild for a moment
and ran around the table a few times. Queen Mary was quite
impressed.

“How are you doin' that?” She stayed under her
armpit while waiting for the answer. She regretted not taking a
bath that morning.

“Even I hear it,” said Sheila. “It's that
blasted solenoid. Maybe we'd better try the new loudspeaker
system.”

“Well, keep sober!” Queen Mary was sorry she
mentioned the subject. In her earphones she could hear more liquid
being poured. The way things were going she could use a drink
herself.

“Waldo Thompson!” The trumpet dragged out the
words until they were almost unintelligible. “Waldo Thompson!”

“Here!” It was a rather weak reply. Actual
voices in Queen Mary's Spiritualist Temple were a new development.
He was a regular client and quite cocky about his familiarity with
table rapping. This would set him back a peg.

“That's quite a trick, you know,” said Tom.

Helen snarled: “Tricks-pricks! How about a fat
lay?”

“I am your grandfather, Hiram Thompson,”
continued the trumpet.

“Later,” said Tom.

“Have you still got your hand in her crotch?”
asked Helen.

“Of course not!”

“Then where is it?” Helen squealed and then
added: “I mean the other one.”

“It's around here someplace. I know I had
another one a while ago.”

“You're impossible,” said Helen. She slouched
back further and, letting her knees drop aside, grasped his wrist
and began working his fingers in and out. “If this is all I can
get, this is all I can get!”

“Have you no shame?”

“Sure I do! It's a shame a girl has to satisfy
herself in this ridiculous manner.”

It struck Waldo that the voice was a little
high-pitched for his grandfather. But he could not very well argue
with ghosts. “Yes, grandfather.”

“You have been doing well, Waldo. And it is up
to people like you to help disseminate the word.”

“Speaking of dissemination,” said Helen, “how
about something a little better than these bony fingers.”

“Later!” said Tom.

“Later, always later.”

Queen Mary smiled. Shorty Waldo was always a
fine contributor. This demonstration should make things opulent.
Then she flushed as the trumpet added a comment in what actually
seemed to be a female voice.

“Shit! I'm here to state that you can't take it
with you.”

She buried her head in her armpit. “Sheila,”
she hissed. “For Gawd's sake, cut the wisecracks.”

“I heard it too,” said Sheila. It was more of a
shout and there was a note of fear in it. “I didn't say it!”

“Well, don't get excited,” said Queen Mary
quickly. “Must be a couple of wires crossed.” It was a vague idea
and her voice trailed vaguely off with it.

“On second thought, you can take it with you if
you want.” The trumpet executed a smooth dance.

“I didn't do that either,” said Sheila. “The
business seems to be running itself.” She added after a moment:
“And how can crossed wires talk?”

“I think the seance is about to get panicky,”
said Tom.

“Good!” said Helen. “In the confusion we can
knock off a small piece of ass.” She tried to get hold of his cock
again but Tom was too fast for her.

“Later,” he said.

Helen started to raise her voice in
frustration. “The least you can do is help. Don't make me do all
the work. Shove your bony hand up my hot thing a little further and
give me some sort of kicks. You know how I am when I get like this.
Bastard! Why do you have to tease me?”

“Quiet,” said Tom. “They'll hear you!” He
fished around until Helen began to relax. “How's that?”

“It's as bony as they make them but it's better
than nothing. Now slide in and out—that's it! Use all your fingers,
you won't lose them. Ah! Much better.” Helen had her knees clamped
up to her armpits again. She rolled back a bit and her thighs fell
open like the pages of a book. “See if you can get it in up to your
wrist.”

“Don't be silly,” said Tom. “I might lose my
hand.”

“What are you worried about? We can always fish
it out.”

“Try to be satisfied.”

“'Try to be satisfied,'“ mimicked Helen. “Oh,
shit! I trust I'm not bothering you too much with my little
needs.”

“Don't snap at me or I'll leave you high and
wet.”

“Such a clever saying. Now open your fingers a
little.”

“Switch to Perkins.” Queen Mary dragged her
tired head out of her armpit. She spoke up: “There are spirits both
good and bad. Your grandfather has been pressed back by a vagrant
evil on his own plane. But there is someone else. I feel someone
else trying to get through from another plane. They are close—so
close!”

The trumpet climaxed her lead. The voice was
high and the words poured out at a great rate: “Eloise— Eloise
Perkins, this is Aunty Josephine. Have you found the money yet? I
told you where I left it and when you find it I want you to give
half to Queen Mary. Have you found it, Eloise?”

Mrs. Perkins was rubbing the side of her bare
leg against Shorty Waldo. The sudden voice made her think she was
caught and she straightened up. “It wasn't in the attic, Aunty. I
tore the place apart.”

“It must be there,” the voice of Aunty began to
trail off. “I put it there myself and it must be there. I want
Queen Mary to have half. So you must find it. You must!”

“How much was there?” asked Mrs. Perkins.

That was the moment Queen Mary had been waiting
for. The woman would not find what Queen Mary herself had dreamed
up. Now Mrs. Perkins was beginning to feel responsible. There would
soon be a large contribution.

“How much was there?” repeated Mrs. Perkins.
But the voice in the trumpet was disappearing. It mumbled some
double-talk, words that almost made sense. Sheila was careful to
mention no specific amount.

Suddenly a clear voice issued from the
neighborhood of the trumpet. Although the voice was different from
the original Aunty Josephine, there was no mistaking the words: “It
was exactly twenty-seven fucking cents— let's see you split that
with Queen Mary.”

“You're fired!” Queen Mary bit her armpit in
desperation.

“I didn't say that! And if you tell me I'm
fired just once more, I'll blow the whole thing up.” The earphones
indicated that Sheila was pouring an extra long refreshment.

The twenty-seven cents was like a wet dishrag
in Eloise Perkins' face. She got up from the table remembering to
push her skirt down. She had felt rather silly tearing her attic
apart. Particularly when the search had revealed nothing but
endless dust.

“What!” she said. Her head touched an overhead
wire. The trumpet bobbed in response and she was rational enough to
see that she had caused it. She jerked the wire again and then it
slipped out of her hand. The trumpet and whipping ectoplasm sped
into the corner of the room and disappeared.

“I felt wires,” stated Mrs. Perkins.

“Who can say what the spirits feel like,”
shouted Queen Mary in some semblance of a pious tone. The following
moment of silence assured her that she had the upper hand again.
“Now look what you've done.” Even in the darkness there was no
question that she was addressing Eloise Perkins. “You've broken the
circle.” Her tone suggested that Mrs. Perkins had acquired
leprosy.

“Imagine,” whispered Helen. “She's broken the
circle. That Goddam hand of yours isn't worth a shit.”

“I wish you wouldn't talk like that,” said Tom,
“You don't have to sound like a truck driver.”

“How about the real thing. You must have enough
by now.”

“Mrs. Perkins liked my hand all right.”

Helen mocked him: “'Mrs. Perkins liked my hand
all right.' Well, if I hadn't had a lay in as long as Mrs. Perkins
I'd probably like your hand too.”

“There will be no more spirits tonight.” Unless
they come out of a bottle, added Queen Mary, in thought.

“They've run out of spirits,” said Helen. “How
about it, Tom—have you got enough yet?”

Queen Mary struggled though the darkness to the
wall switch. She turned the light on. The half-dozen people around
the table blinked in the sudden light. They usually blinked for a
while and then after a few sheepish remarks began heading home.

“I think so,” said Tom. “Just enough!”

“Well, drag the old thing out here,” said
Helen. “And we'll give it a whirl.”

“Right here in front of everybody?”

“What difference does it make?” She began
stroking his cock, “God help me, if it disappears I'll tear your
balls off.” In the same breath she added: “At long last, as big and
knobby as a fat gourd. Quick! On top of the table.” Without letting
go she dragged him over on top of her.

The group was still seated, with the exception
of Queen Mary and Mrs. Perkins. In a second they were all hugging
the wall farthest from the table. Queen Mary had lost complete
control and in view of the developments did not care in the
least.

There was no mistaking that a hole had laid
itself out in the middle of the table. It was neatly framed with
short bushy black hair and while they watched, the outer lips
opened and revealed an exciting pink. The inner lips puckered
around the tiny vagina as though begging to be kissed.

Tom's staff traveled across the table as though
rolling along on his own balls. It parried a little with the cunt,
slopping up and down, then buried itself a little.

Someone in the crowd grunted.

The cock drew back a bit and then rolled
forward and rammed in all the way.

Mrs. Perkins gasped and murmured: “How come it
didn't come out the other side?”

“What a big old knobby ghost of a rod,” said
someone else.

It was sliding in and out at a furious pace as
though in a frantic hurry to get it done with. The big balls
bounced wildly on the bottom of the hole for a moment. Then it
became evident to all that some invisible hands were squeezing
them.

“Wonderful!” said Shorty Waldo. “The spirits
really are strong tonight.”

Mrs. Perkins, still thinking he was her
benefactor, backed into him and, reaching around, pulled on his
flesh. Its size frightened her. Where had it gotten the nickname
“Shorty?”

“What goes on?” asked Sheila.

“If I told you, you wouldn't believe it!”

Mrs. Perkins and two other women looked at her
sharply.

“Don't you hear voices?” asked Queen Mary. “I
hear voices asking the strangest questions.”

“Are the lights on?” asked Sheila.

“Even with the lights on,” said Queen Mary.
“The spirits manifest themselves.”

“What does manifest mean?” asked Tom.

“Lay,” said Helen. “Lay—lay—lay! And stop
listening to them. Can't you keep your mind on it?”

“The spirits must have something important to
tell us,” continued Queen Mary, scratching her fat crotch. “Let us
return to the table.”

“And get a closer look,” added Tom.

“Keep your mind on screwing,” said Helen. “And
hurry before someone grabs those big ones of yours.”

The closer the group got to the table the more
agitated the act became. A point of balance was achieved about
three feet from the table. The group stood hesitantly at that
distance while the prick maintained an incredible frantic
rhythm.

Mrs. Perkins still had her back to Shorty,
still pulling on his growing flesh. She leaned forward a little,
hand on the back of a chair, as though to get a better look. Shorty
took quick advantage of the offer. After carefully looking around
to be certain he was unobserved, he lifted her skirt, spread her
legs, and pulled aside the edge of her panties. He was amazed at
how wet they were.

Queen Mary maintained her leadership by being
the closest—by five or six inches. That would not be enough, she
knew. She must have complete control of the situation or she would
forfeit her clientele. She decided to sit at the table.

As though in response to her intent, the hole
began to open further, stretch wide apart, and the big knobby rod
strained to fill it. Something was trying vainly to push one of the
big hairy balls inside.

When Mrs. Perkins saw what was happening she
opened Shorty's trousers and pulled his meat out. The sudden heat
in her hand made her cry out, but to the rest of the group it
sounded like a snort of indignation. She put one foot up on the
side of the chair and rested her elbow on her knee. She found his
balls and pulled them out too. Then, caring for a moment that they
might get caught, she looked around quickly. No one was paying any
attention to her. She got a good handful of Shorty and slowly but
firmly pulled him in. She started to say: “Terrible! Terrible!” in
a shocked tone. She got as far as “Terr—” when Shorty, taking the
lead, drove his staff into her in one swift motion. It went up to
the hilt like driving into soft butter. The rest of the word came
out of Mrs. Perkins in a high-pitched voice: “ific—ific! Oh,
Terrific—ific!”

The group never noticed Shorty and Mrs.
Perkins. The fuck on the table was throbbing, ready to burst, and
then it seemed to explode like a soundless bomb. It materialized as
two perfect skeletons locked tightly together. They could see the
big rod coming in a throbbing flood and rattling around in her
empty pelvic bones.

“Sorry,” said Helen. “I came too soon.”

“You did it again,” said Tom. “Couldn't you
stay solid another second? There's nothing like coming in a bunch
of bones.”

“No worse than your disappearing on me.”

By the time the skeletons were complete the
room was empty. There had been a momentary jam at the door, but
Queen Mary, by use of her preponderance, managed to get out
first.

All except Shorty and Mrs. Perkins. He dragged
her under the table and protected her by covering her
completely.

Helen moved the table so she could get a better
look. “You'd think he'd take her panties off.”

“Big rush,” said Tom. “She's sure getting what
she's been looking for a good many years.”

“I don't think we could worry them even if we
wanted to.”

Shortly was driving his surprisingly fat item
into the frantic Mrs. Perkins. She played her ass up and down at a
rapid pace and the juices pouring out of them soaked her panties,
his trousers, and started a puddle in the middle of Queen Mary's
best rug.

Helen and Tom strolled out into the night air
as Shorty and Mrs. Perkins started another more involved position
on the table top. It was late spring and it was pleasantly cool.
The night was clear and the stars lighted their path. By the time
they reached the country dirt road there was no sign of the rest of
the group. They walked along the road a way and then cut off into
the dense wood.

“This is a kind of scary route,” said Helen.
“Even if it is a short cut.”

“At least you could have stayed solid for
another second.”

“I'm scared of scary routes.” After a second
she added: “I'm scared of the fact that I'm scared of.”

“I nearly cut my balls off on your lousy pelvic
bone.”

“It's dark as a pocket.”

“I would happen to be on a down stroke when
your hot thing disappeared.”

“It won't be long now,” said Helen.

“No!” said Tom. “It was almost cut down to a
nubbin.”

“What are you talking about?” Helen stopped and
put her hands on her hips.

“My battered flesh,” said Tom.

“Don't worry about it. They never wear
out.”

“Where's yours if they never wear out!”

Helen stopped him. “Do you want to try again—
right now?”

Tom looked around, up and down the path, into
the woods. “Can't seem to find any—at least not enough.”

“Concentrate. I have enough, I think,” said
Helen.

“We're too close, anyway.”

Tom led the way along the twisting path. A
short distance further it widened sufficiently for Helen to walk
beside him. She put her arm around his waist.

Tom was about to take her arm away when Helen
spoke up: “Now certainly that isn't going to hurt you.”

“We're too close!”

“Oh, shit!” said Helen.

They turned out of the deep wood onto another
dirt road. A large rabbit commandeered the center of the road. In
the moonlight he perked up and watched them. His eyes followed them
as they passed him close by. A dog began to howl a short way off.
The rabbit watched them turn off the road into an aged and long
closed cemetery.

“Feel it,” said Helen. “I've really got a solid
hole, all for you.”

“Don't talk like that,” said Tom. “Forget it!
We're here!”

The old cemetery was not maintained. A few of
the old stones had fallen over and whoever had mowed during past
summers had continually gone around them. Long tufts of undipped
grass grew close to each stone. They were simple slabs of stone and
the passing of many rough New England seasons had smoothed their
inscriptions. A canopy formed by large trees made the cemetery
darker than the road. They strolled down between the stones.

“Kiss me,” said Helen.

“Someone might see us.”

“At this hour?” Helen drew close. “I want to be
kissed.” As though the trees had parted to let the moonlight in,
Tom could see Helen's beautiful white face framed with long
lustrous black hair. Her eyes were partly closed but he could see
sparks of light flashing in them. Her lips were parted and raised.
She was solid all over. Tom could feel himself pushing against her.
She moved her full hips back and forth a little. She was certainly
a devil. Could she do nothing else but try to break him down? Here
of all places? It was not right!

“You'll use up your whole supply,” said
Helen.

“I don't care,” said Tom, suddenly reckless.
“Kiss me again!”

“Not here!” Then she whispered in his ear: “Let
me stay with you again.”

“If you'll promise to leave before we get into
trouble.”

“Of course, darling,” said Helen, knowing full
well that she would stay the night.

There were actually two places they could go
but at the moment they were right over Tom's grave. Helen did not
want to waste a moment when there was so little ectoplasm left
between them.



Mrs. Perkins strolled home slowly. Shorty had
passed out on the table. Mrs. Perkins had tried everything she
could think of to get another erection out of him but it just hung
there like an old clammy slug from under a wet rock.

She had used her panties to dry her throbbing
cunt. It was wet and hot again. She felt a drop of juice running
down her thigh and, not giving a damn for anyone, stopped under a
street light, lifted her skirt, put a foot on a hydrant, and wiped
her thigh. She gave her hole a few extra wipes, it felt so good.
She looked up and down the street hoping to see a man. There was no
one in sight. She took her foot off the hydrant and dropped her
skirt.

She found that by swaying her end the lips of
her hole rubbed together. She thought of throwing her soaked
panties away but they were new, and the hell with old Aloysious
Perkins if he made a fuss.

She went in the front door singing, swaying,
and swinging her panties. She bounced into the living room and
without even a word of greeting slopped her soaking panties across
his face. She stood in front of him, hands on hips, her lower lip
pouted insolently.

“What do you think of that?”

Mr. Perkins recognized the odor rather than the
item. He methodically folded his newspaper into his lap, took off
his glasses, put down his cigarette, and then buried his nose in
them for a moment and felt himself stir.

He took another deep whiff and knew he was
going to have another throbbing erection and no place to put it. By
the time he convinced her to lay down and spread her legs, just a
little, he would be too exhausted to do anything. It was the old
pattern with her. He took another whiff and had to loosen the
crotch of his trousers. It was too late to get to that house in the
city. Might as well wait until tomorrow. He took another deep whiff
in anticipation of tomorrow and roused himself from his reverie.
“This smells like—smells like—”

“Fish!” said Mrs. Perkins with conviction.

“My dear, it doesn't sound like you. You amaze
me!”

“Well, that's what it is. It's outrageous!”

“Ah!” said Mr. Perkins, relaxing and rustling
his newspaper. “I might have known. What's outrageous?”

“Four men raped me!”

“Ah!” He rattled his paper again, anxious to
drop this pointless conversation and get back to his reading. “In
this quiet town?”

“They dragged me into the woods near Queen
Mary's place and then held me down and took turns— one went twice!
A regular gang-shag.”

“Eloise! I'm surprised at your language. Why
didn't you yell for help?”

“They didn't seem to need any.” Before Mr.
Perkins could absorb this statement she pulled up her skirt and put
a foot on the edge of his arm chair. “Look what a mess they made of
my hole.”

Mr. Perkins “tsked” a few times. “Never heard
you talk like this, my dear.” He bent forward. “Looks all right to
me. A little tangled perhaps, but then most—er—holes are.”

Mrs. Perkins lowered her voice a little. “Maybe
you'd better put your glasses on, dear.”

“Ah! Perhaps so.” He adjusted them over his
ears, readjusted their position on his nose and leaned forward.
“You mind?” Mr. Perkins took the lips between his fingers and
raised her a little.

“Not at all. Perhaps if I knelt on the arms of
the chair?”

“That might be excellent.” He helped her up by
getting a firm grip on each cheek.

“Does it help if I tip the lamp shade a
bit?”

“Quite so!” Mr. Perkins adjusted his glasses
again and settled back.

“Mind if I take a drag on your cigarette?”

“Not at all, Eloise, but you know—”

“What?”

“You don't smoke!”

“Shit!” said Eloise. “I just started—right this
minute.” She tilted the lamp shade further. “Can you see it all
right?”

“That's it! Hold still. Now I can.”

“I should hope so. You've got your nose right
up in my cunt. Why don't you take your glasses off?”

“I think I will.” He put them on the table and,
spreading the lips again, said: “My! My! It does look rather red
and bruised looking. And it certainly is wet, dripping. No wonder
your panties are soaked.”

“Kiss it and make it feel better.”

“How was that?”

“That makes me feel much better. Do it again,
and again.”

He did not speak for a minute or two.

Mrs. Perkins lowered her voice still further.
“Why don't you loosen your fly, darling? You seem to be having a
rough time with your tight pants.”

“You don't mind?”

“Let's face it—you've got a big fat
hard-on.”

“Eloise! My!” Mr. Perkins loosened his belt too
and managed to slide his trousers onto the floor with one quick
motion. When she lowered herself a little and rubbed the head of
his staff back and forth the length of her crotch, Mr. Perkins said
again: “Eloise! My! My! What are we ever going to do about those
four men?”

“Four men—five men—what the hell's the
difference? My! You do have a big old stick, don't you? Quick! On
the floor.” She pulled him down on top of her and aimed his meat.
Grabbing his groin she began to pull him in.

“What if the neighbors should come in?”

Eloise gasped as he slid in: “Screw the
neighbors!”

“If that's the way you feel, Eloise,” he said
mildly. And then, as though a switch had been turned, Mr. Perkins
added in a loud voice: “All right, you bitch. I'll screw the tail
right off you. You're going to get the lay of your life. I'll make
you feel like a dozen men had you. How's that? Is that deep enough?
Do you like it when it whirls around inside? Do you? You think
you've been raped? When I get through with you, you won't be able
to say 'screw' for a month.”

Eloise just smiled and held on. She started
coming as soon as he entered and never stopped until after his hot
flood filled her up. Then she fell asleep.

Mr. Perkins staggered to his feet, wiped his
flesh on her panties, and looked her over. Legs askew, her slit
gaped at him. “You sure got a red one now, baby. How about another
one for good luck?” He hoisted his prick in one hand and wiped
under his balls with the other. It was getting hard again. “How
about it? Roll it over and we'll see how your fat ass is.” He got
it harder by masturbating slowly. “Eloise! You hear me? Let's tear
off another piece! Eloise! By Christ, you tired old bag, you're
asleep. Fucked out.”

Mr. Perkins put the lamp on the floor. Kneeling
in front of her, he continued pulling on his meat. “It sure is a
mess. Are you sure you're supposed to have all those slits in
there, or did we make some new ones?” He stuck a finger in. “Not
too much room in there. Where does it all go, anyway? Eloise!”

He knew he was going to come in a moment if he
did not stop pulling on it. “Eloise! Serve her right if I shoved it
up her behind. That would wake her up. Poor tired old sow—she's had
a wonderful rough day. Tomorrow morning she gets it. First thing!”
He pushed her leg up higher, ignored her abused hole and inspected
her virgin behind. He began to make plans for the morning and a
moment later fountained a flood of sperm all over her new lamp.

The neighbors remarked on how well they got on
together from that time. Mr. Perkins lost a little weight, had
circles under his eyes, but then sometimes business problems could
do that to a man. It did not seem to affect Mrs. Perkins. She
gained weight, particularly around the hips, and was always
bright-eyed with a bounce to her step.

Mr. Perkins did not stay in town once a week as
he had in the past. And Eloise never did seem to have time for
another of Queen Mary's meetings. There just was not time for the
meetings, house work, and Shorty Waldo dropping in afternoons.

II

Helen turned over in her coffin.

She awoke with a start when she realized that
it was not her coffin. She was still with Tom. And after promising
to leave before dawn.

It was too late now. She could hear the sounds
of dawn, birds singing overhead, the movements of early rising
neighbors.

Helen turned over again. They might as well
make the best of it. Her head clashed against Tom's skull. His ribs
clattered. Long practice enabled Helen to play “John Brown's Body”
on Tom's ribs. In the coffin the tune had all the resonance of an
organ. The sound awakened him.

“Good morning, darling,” she said. “Please make
yourself solid. Swell!” She kissed him. “We've slept together
again.”

Tom disappeared. Helen could still see him, but
only as a shadow. His original skeleton remained, solid as ever.
“You have the silliest looking frame, my frame.” She strummed on
his ribs. “You must come over and play with my skeleton sometime.”
She stretched to add further suggestion to her offer. The old silk
of the coffin rustled and gave off a sweet odor.

Tom was fully awakened: “This is terrible!”

Helen threw her arms around his skeleton and
hugged. Tom creaked. “I love you so much I could eat you up.” She
gnawed on his coccyx. “Where's my sweet little thing?”

“Aren't you screwed out yet?” Then he added:
“This is terrible!” becoming repetitious with alarm. “We barely
managed to explain last time.”

“Let's tell the truth,” suggested Helen.

Tom was shocked. “You mean—admit we went out
for a walk?”

“Yes! And tell how we got mixed into a seance
and everything.”

“But that's the prime offense.'

“Against whom?”

“Well, Hebsikiah—”

“Sure he says we're not supposed to leave,”
interrupted Helen. “But who told him? I think it's his own idea.
We've been out for walks before and nothing happened.”

“Yes! But this was quite different. We went
quite far and then got into that seance. We're not supposed to
approach the living.”

Helen mumbled for a moment, then said: “They'll
make a fuss, anyway. We may as well get to the bottom of a few
things while we're in this mess.” She turned back to him. “How come
we were buried in this old cemetery? I feel like haunting my
relatives until they move me.” The thought struck her as good. “Why
don't we move ourselves?”

Tom's answer was a reproving: “Helen!”

“Well, this is no place for young people. Some
of these bodies are so old they don't ever stir anymore. No one
even knows what John Brown looks like.”

Her mention of the name suggested a method of
precipitating the expected scene. She began to sing in a loud
voice, picking out the tune on Tom's ribs. “John Brown's Body lies
a-moulderin' in his grave ...”

A knock resounded on the coffin.

“Is Thomas Farrell in there?”

“Hebsikiah, the gravelord. Think of your
reputation.”

“What shreds I ever had were frayed to nothing
with the last incident.”

“Is Helen Desmond in there?” Hebsikiah's voice
creaked like an aged hinge.

“We'll be disgraced forever,” said Tom. “Too
bad there isn't a marriage ceremony for corpses.”

Helen shouted: “There's nobody in here but us
hungry worms.”

“Ay?” asked Hebsikiah.

“Have you got an exhumation order?”

“Ay?”

“Who can say how long this sappy repartee might
go on.” Helen started to get up. “If I could only change into a big
mad dog and run off with Hebsikiah between my teeth. Just
think—over a period of time we'd have a cemetery to ourselves.” She
raised her voice. “Hebsikiah! How dare you infer there's a man in
my coffin?”

“Ay?”

“I accept your apology.”

Helen continued to Tom: “Maybe hell forget what
it's all about and 'ay' himself away.” Ectoplasm formed a perfect
eye in Helen's shadow. She winked it. “Let's settle down for the
day.”

Tom's shadow tinged with crimson. “Please be
serious, dear. And don't waste your ectoplasm like that.”

“Not even one teeny kiss?”

“You know we can't. We're not married.”

“You didn't seem bothered by that fact last
night when you were busily chewing on my hot, soft, split, eager,
flowing item.”

“Helen!” said Tom, shocked. “I lost my head.
Anyway, you've just about used up your month's supply. And men
you'll stay skeletal until your next ration.”

“A lot of good your ectoplasm does you,” said
Helen. “You're so unstable you can't stay solid for more than a
minute.”

“It was solid enough for you last night.”

“Sure!” said Helen. “For once! God! I suppose
you'll never let me forget it.”

“You're not alone in there, Thomas Farrell.”
The voice was faint through the side.

“Hope!” said Tom. “Haven't heard from her since
the last time we did this.”
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